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				PRELUDE

				Gil Hodges smiled, which was a big deal. The New York Mets manager had been stoic for 8⅔ innings of the fifth game of the 1969 World Series, just as he’d been for every game for the entire season as his team attempted to perform a miracle. Now, on October 16, at precisely 3:07 p.m., with his team one out away from a decisive fourth victory against the heavily favored Baltimore Orioles, he smiled slightly, because the biggest play, the greatest moment in Mets history, was unfurling before his eyes and he saw there was nothing to worry about. It wasn’t the 1951 playoff, he wasn’t a Brooklyn Dodger, and the Giants’ Bobby Thomson hadn’t just taken a mighty swing in the Polo Grounds.

				The noise from the cheering, clapping, and stomping of the 57,375 deliriously happy fans that cool Thursday afternoon at Shea Stadium was so deafening that it’s unlikely Hodges heard the crack of the bat as Orioles second baseman Davey Johnson put good wood on Jerry Koosman’s fastball. But the forty-five-year-old had been playing and managing major-league baseball for twenty-two years and didn’t need sound enhancement. He could tell how far the ball would go better than the delighted Johnson, who thought he’d never hit a ball so hard in his life, or the panicked Koosman, who thought it might clear the left-field fence for a game-tying two-run homer when he heard the crowd simultaneously roar and gasp.

				Fortunately, Mets left fielder Cleon Jones also judged the flight of the ball correctly. Not realizing that the security guards had failed to unlock the bullpen gate he planned to use to escape the fans who were already storming the field, Jones tranquilly camped under the ball in front of the warning track. He thought to himself, Come on down, baby, come on down; it’s all over. It came down, he squeezed it, and it was all over. Mets 5, Orioles 3. The New York Mets were the world champions of baseball.

				As the ecstatic Mets players soared into the air, thousands of fans hurdled the railings and proceeded to rip apart the field and claw up home plate, and security guards escorted Mets’ wives and family members through special doors and gates to safety. Gil Hodges calmly offered and accepted congratulatory handshakes in the dugout and then made his way into the clubhouse. His smile was broader now, yet still not as expansive as when he marched into the clubhouse after the Brooklyn Dodgers won their only championship in 1955. Was he being this reserved—while his fans were partying outside and his players around him were pouring champagne on one another’s heads—because this victory wasn’t as meaningful?

				Minutes later, as he praised the organization, his coaches, and his team’s unity and work ethic to the media, he was cheerful but not much more enthusiastic than a poker player who’d won a small pot. But what no one saw, his brother-in-law Louis Lombardi recalls, “was that Gil was shaking so badly from his emotions when he came into the clubhouse that Joe Pignatano, his coach and close friend, whisked him into another room and shut the door until he calmed down and was able to talk to the press.” Ever the professional, Hodges didn’t want anyone to see beneath the surface.

				In truth, winning the 1969 title was Hodges’ crowning achievement. His shocking death on Easter Sunday in 1972 would be devastating to his family, friends, and fans who loved him, but there was comfort in knowing that he had accomplished the ultimate in his career. He’d had many meaningful moments since he was an All-Star first baseman for the fabled Brooklyn Dodgers when they battled the New York Giants and New York Yankees for championships and the hearts and minds of the city’s rabid fans in the late forties and fifties. But this was extraordinary. A Mets team that no one would compare to those great Dodgers teams, that had barely eluded last place in Hodges’ previous year as its manager, and that was generously tabbed one-hundred-to-one underdogs to win it all at the beginning of his second season was going to be fitted for World Series rings.

				Since Hodges was too modest to praise himself, it would be left to his star players, including Koosman, Jones, center fielder Tommie Agee, Cy Young winner Tom Seaver, and others to state that the primary reason the Mets were champions was their manager. Yet he definitely felt tremendous pride and fulfillment in their accomplishment, because he had given his players his complete energy, effort, and knowledge to ensure their success. He had taken every moment he observed and experienced as a player from 1947 to early 1963. He had taken everything he absorbed from teammates, coaches, and managers Leo Durocher, Burt Shotton, Charlie Dressen, Walter Alston, and Casey Stengel. He had taken what he learned in his years as a young manager with the Washington Senators and then the Mets. Finally, he had taken his belief in what was the right way to conduct oneself in work, sports, and life. All this he instilled in his young men, having to force-feed the ones who weren’t immediately receptive. The ’69 Mets understood that they didn’t win because of talent alone. Hodges had helped them build character, which was his strong suit, a product of his upbringing.

				Hodges lived in Brooklyn for nearly twenty-five years, and was associated chiefly with the Dodgers and Mets, yet, as his wife, Joan Hodges, a native of the borough, points out, “Indiana was his home.” 

				There are two towns in the southwest corner of the Hoosier state that claim Gil Hodges. Princeton and Petersburg are about twenty-five miles and—due to morning fogs, starless nights, and a high speed limit on twisting country roads—an often harrowing thirty-five-minute drive apart. Petersburg, which was founded in 1817, a year after Indiana was admitted to the union, is the seat of Pike County and is on eastern standard time. Incorporated in 1818, the larger Princeton, to the southwest, is the seat of Gibson County and is on central standard time. There has never been more than a placid rivalry between the two towns, but if they have been a bit competitive in honoring Hodges, it’s understandable. After all, the revered Hoosier spent the first eight years of his life in Princeton and the rest of his youth in Petersburg.

				“We in Princeton recognize that Gil Hodges considered Petersburg his hometown and that he became a star athlete there,” says retired youth coach Tim Nonte, a member of the Indiana High School Baseball Hall of Fame. “But we’d like some recognition because he was born here and played his final year of Legion ball here. If Princeton wants to claim part of him, it’s because there was nobody with finer character than Gil Hodges.”

				In almost every instance, character is molded during one’s formative years and continues to develop and be modified as the individual enters adulthood and matures. But in the rare case of Gil Hodges, his fine character, which would rub off on all the young Mets, was a fait accompli before he finished high school. Hodges became wiser with age and experience and increasingly exhibited a gravitas that he thought befitted his adult responsibilities—surely to the detriment of his health, because he exhibited no emotions while the pressures built inside him—yet the man he became had the identical character as the youngster he had been. He could very well have been father to that boy. Growing up in the Midwest, in two mining towns in Indiana, this congenial and kind, witty but quiet, annoyingly stubborn, deeply moral Catholic boy firmly believed he found the right way to lead his life, and he never deviated from that very straight and very narrow path. Residents of both Petersburg and Princeton tend to boast that “Gil Hodges never forgot where he came from,” but of equal significance is that he never forgot who he was.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				PART I

				From Princeton to the Pacific

				

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER ONE

				If you were a red-blooded American boy growing up in the 1920s and 1930s, chances are you thrilled to the exploits of young Frank Merriwell in Burt L. Standish’s numerous books and short stories that had been published since the 1890s; in a popular comic strip, on radio, and even in a movie serial. Even in southwest Indiana. Gil Hodges’ major influences on how to conduct his life were surely his parents, Charlie and Irene, and his coaches, teachers, and priests in Princeton and Petersburg, but perhaps he drew some inspiration from the all-American boy because they were similar.

				Class aside, Gil and his one-year-older brother, Bob, were very much the human counterparts for the fictional half brothers Frank and Dick Merriwell. They too were young gentlemen who were paragons of virtue, never swayed from their ideals, believed in God and country, never questioned authority, and did what was expected of them without complaining, bragging, or seeking praise. They also were too honorable to accept a tainted victory and, significantly, overcame obstacles to smash game-winning home runs, convert buzzer-beating baskets, and score go-ahead touchdowns as time expired.

				Both Gil and Bob were born in Princeton, adding to the population of about 7,200. Their father, Charlie, grandfather Charles Hodges, and great-grandfather David Hodges also were born in this town that was thirty miles north of Evansville and surrounded by rich farmlands and productive coal mines. In 1898, thirty-two-year-old Charles married the boys’ grandmother, thirty-three-year-old Mary Ella Manns. From a previous marriage, she had four children—Carrie, Agnes, Arvil, and Ed. She doubled that total with her second husband, giving birth to Ada in 1899, Charlie—who was called by his middle name, Piram—on January 3, 1901, Lottie in 1904, and Paul in 1906.

				According to the 1910 census, Mary Hodges worked as a laundress at home, at 812 South Hart Street, and Charles and youngsters Arvil and Ed were laborers who did “odd jobs.” When Ed got a bit older, Mary often sent Piram to coax him home from illegal poker games. In 1914, Ed was shot and killed after accusing a young cardplayer of cheating. The incident sparked a public outcry to make arrests and shut down gambling establishments. Two years later, fifteen-year-old Piram received a permit to work in one of the deep-vein coal mines near Princeton.

				Charles, who found financial security working for the Greer-Wilkinson Lumber Company, succumbed to the same influenza epidemic that took the life of Princeton’s popular mayor, Ernest E. Noble, in 1919. Mary had stomach cancer for three years and died a few months after her husband. She was buried next to Charles in the Oak Hill Cemetery in Patoka, outside Princeton.

				His siblings moved away, but Charlie, as the eighteen-year-old Piram now called himself, remained in Princeton. Tall, slim, and handsome, he resembled the young and beardless Abe Lincoln, except that Charlie was a Democrat because of that party’s advocacy of unions and miners’ rights. As tough as bedrock and already with several years’ experience, he couldn’t imagine another line of work but mining. A photograph taken of Charlie and the rest of his crew at the mouth of the deep Princeton Mine in the aftermath of a cave-in that spared them all appeared in the Princeton Daily Clarion in 1922, the same year he married.

				Irene Horstmeyer was born on July 20, 1904, in Winslow, about twenty-five miles southeast of Princeton. Like Charlie, she was Irish-German and a Catholic. Her father, Arthur, was born in Washington, north of Petersburg, in 1869. Seven years later Irene’s mother, Ellen, was born in Kentucky to Bart and Bridget McCarthy Stinson. Red-haired Ellen, who people said looked distinctly Irish, was seventeen when she married Arthur in 1893. She bore him four children before the turn of the century, three of whom survived. Irene was her first daughter. When Irene met Charlie she was attending Winslow High, an excellent student with college potential. She was a little over five feet tall and of medium build, with brown eyes and red hair that she always curled above her shoulders.

				Irene’s father might have introduced her to Charlie. Arthur was the boss at a coal mine, and most of the miners in the area knew one another. Also their paths might have crossed on Sundays, because the baseball-obsessed Charlie played semipro ball for his employer’s team against other mine-company teams. He had the reputation in Gibson and Pike counties for being a solid hitter and good first baseman. “I guess I was, too,” he told sportswriter Harold Rosenthal in 1951, “before I got butchered in the mines.”

				Charlie, twenty-one, and Irene, eighteen, married when she graduated from high school. They rented a small house at 229 South Gibson Street in Princeton, and were living there on January 27, 1923, when they became parents for the first time. They named their child Charles, but his middle name was Robert, and he’d always go by Bob or Bobby.

				Gil Ray Hodges was delivered by the same doctor thirteen months later, at 4:05 a.m. on April 4, 1924. The Hodges family lived at 521 East Broadway, two blocks from the town square, but relocated to 230 North Ford Street, perhaps because of the Great Tri-State Tornado of 1925, which damaged or destroyed half the town and killed more than thirty-five citizens. By the time Marjorie was born on April 11, 1929, the Hodges family had changed residences again to 866 North Hart Street.

				Marjorie, who was listed as Margery Ellen when baptized, was Charlie and Irene’s last child. On her birth certificate, it states that she was Irene’s fourth child and third living child. “We always heard that there was a little boy born between Uncle Gil and Aunt Marge,” says Ann Hodges, one of Bob’s daughters, “but nobody knew what happened to him.” What happened is that Kenneth was born on July 2, 1926, but died that October 22 after a two-week bout with whooping cough. Infant mortality was so high that there was a special row of graves for Catholic children at the St. Joseph Cemetery. (In 2011, Ann and her brother John purchased a headstone for their uncle’s unmarked grave.)

				A few years later, Bob almost died as well, from pneumonia, and was bedridden for some time. “That’s why he and Uncle Gil ended up in the same class at school,” explains Ann Hodges, “although Dad was one year older.”

				Gil, who was baptized in 1927, and Bob attended St. Joseph’s School and St. Joseph’s Church on South Race Street, where they went to Mass every Sunday without fail and heard sermons against wanton behavior. The mannerly brothers’ lone indiscretion, always a secret, came on Halloween, when they turned over an outhouse and slipped a running garden hose through the principal’s basement window.   

				The brown-haired, blue-eyed boys, who looked almost like twins when they were very young, were best friends and did everything together, including their religious training and learning sports. “We grew up playing all games, and especially baseball,” Gil Hodges said in 1960. “Dad would take the neighborhood kids out on the street and coach us. He never played favorites among us, or compared us to other kids, saying, ‘Why don’t you do as well as them?’”

				As Charlie taught his sons baseball, he was pleased that they both revealed talent, Bob in particular. Maybe they could follow in the footsteps of the area’s biggest sports idol, Oakland City’s Edd Roush, who in 1931 concluded his eighteen-year major-league career, mostly as an outfielder with the Cincinnati Reds, with a robust.323 lifetime average.

				It was while playing baseball that Gil first exhibited that he was heeding the lessons about honesty, responsibility, and good citizenship that were being taught at church, school, and home. In 1969, Mabel Sisson, the widow of Gil’s 1941 American Legion coach Eldon Sisson, wrote in the Princeton Daily Clarion of the boy’s George Washington cherry-tree moment: “Gil and my son Darwin Sisson formed a baseball team of the neighborhood kids. We had rather a large side yard so my husband told them to play there since it was safer than in the street, but if any windows were broken the boys must replace them. They all agreed. There were some pretty rowdy games at times and when I heard the crash I knew it was our neighbor’s window. Gil and Darwin were the only boys to be found when I went to inspect the damage. They knew there would be no more games until the windowpane was replaced. It wasn’t long until each boy came back and I remember Gil saying: ‘Team! We made a promise, we need practice, so bring your money if you want to play.’”

				Princeton had been experiencing a period of growth, but like so many towns in the area, it was decimated by the 1929 stock market crash. “There was no money in Princeton, period,” recalls Bud Howe, who would play ball with the Hodges brothers in the 1930s. “Bean sandwiches, peanut butter, and applesauce were pretty good foods back in those days. I’d go shoot rabbits in the ditch by the school building, eat some and sell the others. Even when we were hungry, we played ball to pass the time. There was no money to replace a baseball when its cover got ripped, so we’d just tape it up. When we broke a bat, we’d tape that up too.”

				Several mines in the county shut down, adding to the escalating unemployment. Charlie was more fortunate than most because he had a steady job as a loading operator at the Francisco Mine, which was halfway between Princeton and Oakland City, sixteen miles east. But working in the mines wreaked havoc on his health—his loud, violent, and persistent cough was his reward for inhaling coal dust for more than fifteen years—and was fraught with peril. Charlie wore glasses with one black lens after losing his right eye in a mining accident. Twice his back was broken, twice his legs. Then one night in January 1931, a machine he was moving slipped and crushed his foot. When the ambulance arrived, they found him balanced on an elbow, smoking a cigarette, and calmly telling other miners how to free him. He was whisked to the Methodist hospital in Princeton, where his father had died. The Princeton Daily Democrat reported the next day that the “second and third toes of the right foot were badly mashed, necessitating amputation.” Another toe was mutilated as well. Charlie returned to work after a few weeks of convalescence. He was resigned to a career in the mines, but his mantra was, “Charlie Hodges’ boys will never work the shafts.”

				“He was the most injured coal miner of all time,” Gil Hodges told Tom Fox of the Sporting News in 1963. What made the biggest impression on Charlie’s son was that “through all his misfortune, he never complained.” Gil and Bob Hodges made certain to emulate their father in this regard throughout their lives, never expressing emotions of any kind when experiencing bad times.

				“My dad was not a great man in the sense you would consider a man great,” Hodges told Fox. “He was just a simple coal miner; he wasn’t rich and he wasn’t book smart. But he knew everything about two things—baseball and coal mines. No, he wasn’t a great man. He just lived greatness, if you know what I mean. He was quiet and reserved but he had more moral courage than any man I’ve ever known.”

				Charlie recalled a significant event in 1951 to Harold Rosenthal for an article about Gil in the Saturday Evening Post: “The mine was having all kinds of bad luck, and there ain’t nothing you can do when things just go against you in this business. We had cave-ins and all sorts of trouble. One morning I was in the wash house changing my clothes, getting ready to go down. They’d taken two loads down when suddenly I hear this sort of explosion. I turned to the next fellow and said, ‘There ain’t no use your changing your clothes. That durned operator has run his elevator right up through the tipple.’ Then I look out the door and there are flames shooting a hundred feet in the air. We lose thirty-seven men in that one, and right after that they give up and no one has worked the mine since.”

				Suddenly out of work and with a family to feed, Charlie, now thirty, packed up everyone and made the short trip to Pike County, where eventually more than a third of the land would be excavated for coal. He had the sterling reputation in southwest Indiana for being accomplished at his job and getting along with his fellow workers, so he didn’t have long to wait before the Ingle Coal Corporation hired him to work a mine in Ayrshire. It was only a fifteen-minute drive from the large hospitable town of Petersburg, so that was where he moved his family.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER TWO

				When Pike County was hit by the Depression, Petersburg experienced rough times, but its small, tight-knit community was resilient and resourceful, and a sense of normalcy was maintained. The nearly three thousand citizens, exhibiting no self-pity (a trait the Hodges family shared), tightened their belts and counted pennies and simply carried on, never acknowledging the wolf at their doors. According to Randy Harris, the mayor of Petersburg from 1992 to 2004 and a local historian, the primary reason the town didn’t go into panic mode was because “it was poor, Depression or not. It wasn’t impacted by the stock market crash like New York and other big cities were. Petersburg still had vegetable gardens and the rest of America still needed coal.”

				Money was in short supply, but the classrooms at school were still full; people still went to church en masse every Sunday; most shops remained open on Main Street; men still made regular visits to barbershops and women to beauty parlors; toe-tapping teenagers gathered around jukeboxes and deposited the nickels and dimes they had earned mowing lawns, chopping wood, shining shoes, packing groceries, and sweeping stockrooms; and everyone still went to the picture show, summer band concerts, and high school sports events. In sandlots, pastures, driveways, and the town’s countless alleys, kids were still playing ball. For Bob and Gil, or “Bud,” as everyone called him, Petersburg was a marvelous town in which to grow up.

				Charlie rented a small house on an embankment by the railroad tracks, between North Fourth and Fifth streets on Cherry Street, “off of Prides Creek, at the bottom of ‘Goose Hill,’ as the old-timers called it,” says Harris. The only running water they had was the cold water in the sink. They had an outhouse, but after a few years they built a bathroom with a shower.

				The house on Cherry Street was just two blocks from Main Street, and six more blocks to the Saints Peter and Paul Catholic Church, where Bob and Gil would be altar boys. Their school was one block south of Main on Walnut. There was no parochial school in the small town, just this large public school for every child who lived in Petersburg proper and on farms on the outskirts of town. First-grade through eighth-grade classes were held on the first floor of the large building. Petersburg High, ninth grade through twelfth grade, was on the second floor, and its 300 to 350 students were about one-tenth of the town’s entire population.

				“I was in the same class as Bud and Bob when they came to town, third or fourth grade,” recalls Mary Malotte-Markham, “and we’d be in classes together until we graduated from high school. Many kids thought their last name was Hodge, which was a family nickname I think, but I knew them as Hodges. Bud was always very quiet and never got into trouble. He was never the type to talk in the back of the class, although Bob probably did that. I don’t remember if Bud ever raised his hand to answer a question, but he had no problem going up to the blackboard if called upon. I don’t know what grades he got, but he was very intelligent, and that really came out when he played sports and understood more than anybody else.”

				Like his father, Bob was gregarious in social situations and, as his son Mike contends, “never met a stranger,” so he had no trouble making friends at his new school and in the neighborhood. Gil was much more reserved. The only surefire way to befriend him was to play ball with him.

				“Bud, Bob, and I walked back from school together and played some games for the rest of the afternoon,” recalls Arthur Beck. “They were good at everything, but they were young and Bud wasn’t big yet, so I couldn’t tell that they were going to be anything special as athletes. Bud really liked basketball and we played with kids from the neighborhood on the side of a garage on South Sixth Street. I thought his last name was Hodge. He wanted to be called Bud, and later we called him Moon because he had a big, round face.”

				Malotte-Markham, who lived on Vincennes Avenue, about two blocks from the Hodges’ house, says, “The Hodges were good neighbors, and Irene was a sweet woman who was always kind to us kids. Her boys were both really nice, but it was easier to tell with Bob, because he’d stop and talk to you while Bud would just wave and walk by. That never changed. Bud was always off to play something. That’s how I first got to know him. There was a big field by our house, Jimmy Higgins’ Pasture, where the neighborhood kids played pickup games. Bud would come over to play football. We were not even ten and Bud wasn’t any bigger than the rest of us, but I can say I played football with Gil Hodges.”

				New acquaintances were immediately struck by the brothers’ opposite demeanors. “Bob was an extrovert and Gil was not,” their sister, Marjorie, told Randy Harris in 1991 when he was the news director of WFPC Radio in Petersburg. “That’s true personality-wise. Gil was much like Mother, and Bob was a lot like Dad.” Ironically, at Winslow High, Irene, whom everyone characterized as being quiet and demure, had twice been president of her class and the athletic association, sang with the glee club and choir, performed in the senior play Star Bright, and was one of the best players on the girls’ basketball team.

				“I heard Grandma singing around the house sometimes,” remembers Ann Hodges, who became very close to her as a young girl in the 1960s, “but she never said she did all that in school.” Of her grandmother’s reputation for being unwaveringly sweet, she says, “Yes, but she was tougher than people think. We grandkids knew that you did what she told you and didn’t ask why.” Unlike her husband, though, Irene didn’t possess the lethal stop-what-you’re-doing-right-now glare that would be passed along to Gil and Bob.

				As sports increasingly became the focal point of Gil’s and Bob’s lives, their parents were unfailingly supportive. Charlie was never too tired after work to play catch with his boys or to drive them to the park so they could participate in pickup games. Unfortunately, circumstances would prevent him from seeing his kids play much organized baseball as they got older, because soon after his arrival in Petersburg, Ingle decided to make him a foreman at the Ditney Hill Mine.

				“It was a fair-sized mine with a good vein of coal,” recalls ninety-year-old sculptor Donald Ingle, whose father and brother ran the Evansville-based family coal business. “You could stand upright in it without hitting the ceiling. There were about a hundred and eighty miners working three shifts.”

				Charlie was delighted to be offered a promotion with a hike in salary, but the hitch was that the mine was in Elberfeld, which was about three times farther south than Ayrshire. He didn’t want to uproot the family again or take his kids out of a school they liked so much, so his magnanimous solution was to make a slow ninety-mile round trip six days a week. Although Charlie wasn’t often on the sidelines, he encouraged his athletic boys to play sports as much as possible. Bob was an all-around athlete but always favored baseball. Basketball was Gil’s favorite sport, ahead of football. For much of his youth, baseball was a distant third at best, maybe behind even Ping-Pong and pool. He wasn’t always eager to play, but Bob and their father could be persuasive. “Bob was a left-handed pitcher,” Gil told Arnold Hano for Sport in 1960, “and Dad wanted to have us as a battery, so I’d catch.”

				Ann Hodges thinks that is the explanation for why her uncle Gil didn’t share Bob’s enthusiasm for baseball: “After Dad passed away, a gentleman from Petersburg said, ‘Ann, your uncle Gil did not want to play baseball. Your dad would literally drag him to the field and make him play so they’d have enough players.’ I asked, ‘Why didn’t he want to play?’ He said, ‘Because your dad always made him catch while he pitched. Your dad would throw his fastball and Gil would cry out, ‘Stop throwing it so hard! I’m going to go home if you don’t stop that!’”

				The only time Gil really enjoyed playing catch was with his father. “Bud and Bob were close brothers and would do a lot together,” recalls Tom O’Rourke, a neighbor of the Hodges and a future five-time mayor of Petersburg, “but on Cherry Street, Gil was always tossing a ball around with Charlie, out on the sidewalk or in their backyard.”

				When Bob joined in, it wasn’t so pleasurable for Gil. “Gil told me that when he was just a kid, his father tried to cure him of his fear of a curveball,” recalls George Harris, whose father was also a foreman at the Ditney Hill Mine. “Charlie told him to stand up and he marked Gil’s feet, putting some stakes beside him and tying his ankles to the stakes. Then he told Bob to throw at him.”

				In his 1969 book, The Game of Baseball, Gil wrote that Charlie sent his boys out to play baseball in the same casual way he would have sent them to school or the grocery. More likely Charlie had two serious intertwining motives for encouraging Bob and Gil to play as much as possible. First, he thought that they might consider baseball as a career—particularly Bob, who by his early teens had the makings of an imposing hurler, brandishing, said Gil, “a live fastball and good curve.” Second, he didn’t want Bob and Gil to be like the many boys in town who dutifully joined their fathers in the mines.

				More than once, Charlie escorted his growing sons to the mine so they’d gain an appreciation for how hard miners worked under trying conditions. He also hoped to discourage them from pursuing a career in which their lives would be at risk every day and they’d develop chronic breathing problems like his own. “He never bossed us or tried to make us do the things he did,” wrote Gil in the nonsectarian magazine Guideposts in 1960. “My father never let us forget that he was working in the mines so we wouldn’t have to.”

				In 1937, Gil and Bob were among the nearly hundred students to enter Petersburg High. That winter, they eagerly joined the freshman basketball team. In the team photo, they were the boys on Doc Weathers’ team with the biggest grins. They were placed in the first row, in front of the tall players. Gil, a stocky boy with thick thighs and swept-back brown hair, would benefit from having a delayed growth spurt. To compete against the bigger kids, he developed a deadly long-range, two-hand set shot and learned to dribble with both hands and employ nimble footwork to drive to the hoop. Once he became tall and brawny, he’d smoothly combine these little-man skills with his new big-man skills to be a complete player.

				In the photograph of the freshman basketball team, Gil and Bob were virtually the same height. In photos of the varsity team taken two and three years later, Gil was three or four inches taller. By then he was about six-one, making him one of the tallest boys in school, hard-as-a-rock muscular, and manly-looking. Now, “the girls thought Bud was very handsome,” remembers Rosemary Franklin Weathers, who was one year behind Gil in school, “and we would turn our heads when he walked by.”

				His hands had become so massive that they regularly drew oohs and ahhs from other kids. His coach Frank Conrad was impressed that his young player could palm the ball with either hand. “What I remember about Gil’s hands,” says Wayne Malotte, the brother of Mary Markham, “is that one day at Jimmy Higgins’ Pasture, when we were playing baseball, he told the younger kids that he could catch them barehanded. They threw it as hard as they could and he caught every one.”

				“Gil became a big kid with hands like you wouldn’t believe,” recalls Ralph Thompson, who lived on the corner of Walnut and Fourteenth, where the Hodges family would eventually move. “One day a bunch of us kids were standing on the corner by my house. One of the boys had a pair of boxing gloves and tried to get someone to box with him. Nobody would do it. About that time Gil and Bob walked by, coming home from a movie. The kid said, ‘Bud, put on the gloves with me.’ He said, ‘No, I don’t want to fight.’ The boy said, ‘Aw, you’re chicken. Put on the gloves.’ He kept taunting him. Finally Gil put them on. I’m not sure he got those hands all the way in. This boy crouched down and put one glove in front of the other and was bobbing up and down. All of a sudden, Gil threw a punch that hit the front glove and drove it into the second glove and that glove was driven into the boy’s nose. The blood just spurted and that boy dropped his gloves and turned around and walked home.”

				Those hands were also gentle, befitting the boy who Malotte-Markham says “wouldn’t hurt a flea.” O’Rourke recalls, “We didn’t have school buses and all the kids had to walk quite a ways up to school, and Gil would grab the little fellows’ hands and lead them.” This can be seen as an early example of Gil taking on responsibilities without being asked and without expecting any commendation, a theme of his entire life.

				“Saying that he was ‘taking on responsibilities’ is a way to define it retrospectively,” says Gil Hodges Jr., “but in that moment my father was doing what was natural. His parents did a great job giving guidelines, but it was my dad who acted on his own.”

				Gil believed in setting a good example for younger kids, so he never lost his temper in public or cursed. But only on occasion did he take it upon himself to give advice. “I was five years younger than Gil, and just idolized him, as did all the other kids in town,” says Howard Briscoe, a future coach. “When I was in junior high, a bunch of kids my age were playing basketball outside and we were swearing a little bit. Gil was walking up Eighth Street and heard us. He veered off and came up to us and said quietly, ‘Boys, you don’t need to talk like that.’ He didn’t yell at us, and that’s all he said. But that had a profound effect on us, and I don’t think any of us talked like that again.”

				There was no baseball team at Petersburg High, so Gil played sandlot, park-league, and eventually American Legion ball. Again he profited from having been short when he was younger—coaches saw that he was agile and quick and made him their shortstop, which at the time was not a tall man’s position. Not only did his defensive skills—specifically his range and throwing—improve as he became taller and stronger in his late teens, but also he surpassed Bob as a hitter.

				“Both Hodges boys were well-known in the area for their ball playing,” says Roger Emmert. “I played a few games with them on a Princeton team run by V. M. Ferguson, who had a big grocery store in Baldwin Heights. I batted third and Gil batted fourth because he had some power, and I played shortstop and he played third. He never bragged and never said a word to umpires. Bob, who was a hell of a pitcher, was ready to argue with umpires every other pitch. The only thing Gil did wrong was sneaking a cigarette once in a while.”

				“Bob had a good left arm, but Bud was just a natural athlete and was better than anyone at everything,” recalled Bill Thomas, a member of Petersburg’s volunteer fire department for fifty years before his death in 2011. “Out at Higgins’ Pasture, we’d pick sides, and Bud was picked first over Bob. They could be competitive playing against each other and really got into it once. They put on boxing gloves and it was settled and over. Who won? Well, Bud was bigger.”

				“Everybody thought Bobby would be the baseball player in our family and so did Dad,” Gil said years later. Gil viewed Bob as a potential major leaguer, maybe the next Bob Feller, the eighteen-year-old flamethrower from Iowa who went directly to the Cleveland Indians in 1936. Gil viewed himself as a potential high school coach.

				This attitude was likely the reason he continued to show a lack of passion for playing baseball. “When he played third base on the Legion team,” remembers Wayne Malotte, “if the ball came down his way and he felt like getting it, he would. If he didn’t, he’d just let it go.”

				“Lonnie Spade, the Petersburg Legion coach, kicked Bud off the team for loafing his sophomore or junior year,” Arthur Beck recalls. “Bud wasn’t even upset by it. He just went and played for someone else.”

				As a major leaguer, Gil Hodges was known to play ball with maximum effort and commitment and almost never to miss a game, yet it would take a while before the teenage Gil gave baseball the same respect he gave everything else in his life.

				In 1938, the Hodges moved into 1401 North Main Street, a quaint two-story corner house on a small hill with a large front porch. Downstairs, there was a large living room, dining room, kitchen, and Charlie and Irene’s bedroom, which was behind a staircase that faced the front door. Upstairs were Gil and Bob’s shared bedroom with twin beds, Marjorie’s bedroom, what was later a small dressing room, and a bath. The three kids would graduate from high school while living there, and Charlie and Irene would never move again.

				 Bill Harris, a retired minister and the brother of Bob Harris, a funeral director in Petersburg, recalls:

				

				I was about ten years old when the Hodges family moved in next door. They were a very warmhearted, dignified, traditional family who were always friendly and kept the property nice. They were among the few Catholic families in Petersburg, where the largest congregations were the Methodists, Presbyterians, and Baptists. The Ku Klux Klan started in Indiana, and there had been a KKK element in town until about 1930, but the Hodges arrived after that, and I don’t think they were ever discriminated against. They were very pious and dressed up every Sunday and marched down to their church, and I think some of their pride was because within the community, they might have felt apart.

				Marjorie was in my class. She was an attractive, smart, impressive girl, who was strong-willed and had strong opinions, and talked a mile a minute. She was also very caring of other people, particularly her parents and brothers.

				My younger brother Bob and I walked with the Hodges boys and other kids the two blocks to school each morning. Bob was a bit rough, even frisky, while Gil was almost genteel and polished. They’d throw the ball back and forth in their side yard, and occasionally they’d call me over to play. What I remember even more is when Charlie came home from the mine and while Irene was making supper, he and Gil and sometimes Bob would play catch in the twilight, without really talking. I saw this every night, in the spring, summer, and fall.

				“They were a close-knit, happy family,” says Bob Harris, “and the boys were easy to get along with. When I was little, Gil would ride me on his bicycle. They had one bicycle, and Gil and Bob would argue over who got to ride it.”

				Petersburg was showing strong signs of economic recovery. While it would take the advent of World War II for it and other towns and cities in Indiana to experience an economic boom, it had benefited since the WPA began operations in the state in July 1935 and put tens of thousands of Hoosiers back to work, mostly at rebuilding infrastructure. In Petersburg there was the sense of revival, remembers Franklin-Weathers, the widow of high school coach “Doc” Weathers: “In the late thirties, when it was coming out of the Depression and the coal mines were going and everybody was working, it really was a lively town. We had several clothing stores, shoe stores, three bakeries, a few bars, beauty shops, four or five barbers, two hotels, everything. On Saturday night, the miners and farmers would come into town and it was three or four deep on Main Street. You’d have to weave through the crowds to go to the movies.”

				One of the most popular hangouts was the Blue Room on Main Street, where kids danced the jitterbug to big-band music on the jukebox. “The owner was Jimmy Sandage, and the Blue Room was at the back of his place,” recalls Franklin-Weathers. “He sat by the door and it cost you a dime to get in and it cost the same to get a hamburger or sandwich or Coke. He and his wife ran a tight ship and wouldn’t allow any hanky-panky.”

				A more exotic destination, River Nook, was on a riverbank in Jasper, about three miles outside Petersburg toward Washington. It was reserved for weekend nights, and only if someone could borrow his parents’ automobile. “You didn’t have to pay to get in,” remembers Malotte-Markham. “They had a big dance floor, and you could get sandwiches and a Coke, no alcohol. It was mainly teenagers from different areas around Petersburg and Washington. A bunch of us would sing around a campfire.”

				Both boys went to River Nook on occasion, especially after they got their driver’s licenses and could borrow their father’s car. Bob probably made a beeline to the pretty girls on the dance floor, while Gil headed to another room to play Ping-Pong. “Bud seemed to care only about sports,” says Malotte-Markham. “Bob loved sports but he liked girls too, and was always talking to them. He was a pistol. I can’t remember Bud dating any girl.”

				Barbara Jane Vance was the girl Gil wanted to date, but it didn’t work out. “Gil was a classmate of my mom’s,” says Vance Hays, whose mother passed away in 2010. “I think Gil asked her to go to a show, and her father told her that if she went out with him it had to be with other friends. He wouldn’t allow her to date Catholics. So the only times they went out [were] as part of a group. They still spent a lot of time together. And when I was a kid in the late 1950s my parents took me to the ballpark in St. Louis to meet Gil and take pictures with him.”

				Other than Barbara Vance, it’s not clear whether Gil was interested in any of his female classmates. “I dated both Bud and Bob at different times,” says Patty Manhart Culley, the principal’s daughter, who lived next door to the Hodges house on Main Street. “They didn’t get jealous, because it was all in fun. We’d maybe go to the movies in Vincennes or to Catt’s Café, where they made good, greasy hamburgers and you’d come home smelling like the place.”

				Catt’s Café on Main Street was a hangout for kids of all ages, including Marjorie and her friend Norma Avanell, who married Bill Thomas after graduation. “After a game we’d go there,” recalls Avanell Thomas. “It was a little place, but Marge and I didn’t have any trouble getting seats, because everyone knew Bud and Bob, who were popular athletes, were going to pick us up and drive us home. One time they picked us up and Bob was driving a little too fast and had to slam on the brakes. It threw Marge and me forward, and Bud said, ‘Stop this car right now!’ Bob protested but Bud got out and took the keys and drove. They were always nice to us, not treating us like pests. I could see why Marge liked her brothers so much.”

				“I was the youngest and spoiled by my family, and my brothers were so wonderful to me when I was growing up,” Marjorie told Randy Harris. “I was the little sister and they gave me special treatment.”

				For gas money and other expenses, the Hodges boys always found work. Summers they toiled at the Ditney Hill Mine, in the toolsheds and supply rooms up top. The hardest job Gil ever undertook at the mine was during the summer of 1940, when he worked not with Bob but with George Harris. Charlie and George’s father, who was a maintenance and electrician foreman at the mine, got them the job of digging a twenty-by-twenty-by-twenty-foot hole in the ground for a cistern, to gather water. They made fifty cents an hour.

				During the school year, Bud and Bob found less intensive work. Gil made some pocket change at school. Gil got by in math, science, history, and even Latin, but there was one class other than gym where he excelled: typing. Principal Manhart didn’t think Gil should take typing as an elective because his hands were too big for the keyboard, but Gil typed accurately and quickly. “In that class,” recalls Avanell Thomas, “the kids were expected to type a high number of copies of various business letters and other letters. Gil typed extra copies and kids bought them for four or five cents so they wouldn’t have to do all that typing. He was an entrepreneur.”

				Outside of school, Bud had two jobs. “My dad and uncle worked as ushers in the Lincoln movie theater,” says Tony Hodges, Bob’s oldest child. “Then they both worked at Johnny V’s, which was both a grocery and bus stop.”

				Howard Briscoe remembers, “When Bud told you to sit down and be quiet in the theater, you knew better than to mess around with him.”

				The Hodges brothers delighted in the free movies and savory popcorn, but jobs at the groceries run by the Voyles family—the Home Grocery on Sixth and Main and the newer JV Store on Main between Eighth and Ninth—were coveted by every kid in town. They were particularly envious of Gil, who as an afternoon delivery boy got to drive around town in a Chevy van with HOME GROCERY emblazoned on its side.

				When he drove the van and it was baseball season, “He’d rush through his deliveries,” remembers Wayne Malotte, a fellow employee at the Home Grocery. “He’d drive fast so he could get out to the Legion field and play ball.”

				“He’d be in such a hurry to deliver the groceries,” recalls Manhart-Culley, “that he’d sometimes show up at the ball field wearing his apron.”

				It is easy with hindsight to assume that working long hours for meager wages made Gil appreciate playing sports more than before. More significant is that he now had a heightened sense of responsibility and felt obligated to make the same effort when participating in sports as he did when he worked. He no longer took anything for granted but viewed every sport seriously, including, finally, baseball.

				Despite there being no baseball at Petersburg High, Gil accumulated seven letters by participating in basketball, track, and six-man football, a popular sport for smaller high schools in the area. The Indians drew fair-size crowds to their Saturday-afternoon football games against other teams in the Pocket Athletic Conference. Gil was a backup end as a junior, but as a senior in the fall of 1940, he and Bob started in the same backfield. They were excited to play for head coach Lorel “Coke” Coleman and assistant coach Frank Conrad, who had graduated from Charlie’s favorite sports college, Notre Dame. They were multisport coaches who had a lasting influence on both boys because they stressed sportsmanship, teamwork, and work ethic.

				Bill Tislow, a sure-handed receiver, recalls, “The field was forty yards wide and eighty yards long, and it was four downs to make fifteen yards for a first down. It was tackle football, and we had thin shoulder pads, and no face guards or teeth protectors, so we had a lot of broken noses and chipped teeth. What usually happened that year was that our quarterback would snap a lateral back to Bud, and then he’d pass. He could throw a football almost the length of the field! I caught many a pass from Bud. Bob was good too. He was a vicious tackler.”

				“Between games, we had full scrimmages, running offense and defense,” recalls Arthur Beck. “We tackled in practice and Bud was hard to bring down. One time he straight-armed me and put that big mitt in my face and I went rolling and saw stars for a while after that. He was the best player on the team that year.” The Indians had a fine season, with a 5–1 record. They won four games by a combined score of 218–49, nipped Tell City 20–18, and then lost by that score to Mount Vernon in a battle of the unbeatens that determined the PAC title.

				High school basketball was a vital part of Indiana’s landscape, and in Petersburg it was the biggest attraction. Nobody missed the Friday-night games, including Charlie, Irene, and Marjorie, and the players were heroes all over town. While Gil always got more playing time than the shorter Bob, it wasn’t until well into his junior year that he became something more than just a strong rebounder, and not until his senior year did he establish himself as a bona fide star.

				Petersburg defeated archrival Winslow twice in Gil and Bob’s junior year, including in the first round of the Pike County tournament, which the Indians, despite a 7–6 record, won the next day by defeating Otwell. The Indians upended Otwell again, 34–30, in the first round of the season-ending sectionals, but in the semifinals against Ireland, they had tough going until a new star emerged at the very end. The Petersburg Press:

				

				As the 1 minute light flashed on, the score was 17-14 in favor of the Spuds and the Indians had only scored one field goal in the last quarter. [Gil] Hodges suddenly intercepted the ball and broke loose to score from under the basket. Ireland stalled by passing the ball around but Hodges got the ball again and broke loose again to score. Petersburg was in the lead by 1 point. The Spuds came down the floor and Schnaus, desperate, tried a long shot which was good. Ireland then led by one point. Hodges again got the ball and passed under the basket to White who scored as the gun was fired, ending the game with a score of 20-19 in favor of the Indians.

				During the 1940–41 year, Gil led his team in scoring in the majority of games, often achieving double digits. What made him difficult to defend was that he could both bring the ball up like a guard and then post up inside like a forward or center. “He was a good player, a good rebounder, and he could score,” said his teammate Morris Klipsch in 1997. “He... seldom showed any anger, but if opponents did get under his skin, he could sure move bodies around under the basket.”

				Praise for Petersburg’s new star was even coming from the press outside of Petersburg. Prior to a game against the local team, the sports editor of the Tell City News raved, “Petersburg possesses one of the great players of the present cage campaign. He is G. Hodges, ace forward. Hodges is a fine passer, excellent shot and guides his team with poise not generally found in a high school athlete.” Bob, too, had a good senior season as the Indians went 11–7, their best record in the Hodges brothers’ high school careers. That included another two wins over Winslow, one in the first round of the Pike County tournament, 40–27. The next day the Indians defeated Spurgeon in a low-scoring game, 25–18, to win the county title. Gil led the team in scoring in both games. Unfortunately, a month later Petersburg lost in the first round of the sectionals to Jasper, 34–21. Gil and Bob each scored a meager three points in their final game at Petersburg, but the younger brother still made the all-sectional team.

				When seasons changed, Gil simply moved on to the next sport. Track had a strong tradition in the area, and in April of his senior year, he joined the track team. Gil occasionally competed in sprints and relay races on the school’s cinder track, but being the strongest boy in the school made him the obvious choice to be its shot-putter. Against stiff, more experienced competition, the shot-putting neophyte didn’t always win but invariably gave impressive performances. In May, he putted 47'1" as the Indians defeated visiting Princeton, 63½–51½. The shot turned out to be a few ounces light, so the new school record he set was declared to be “unofficial.”

				Having excelled at football, basketball, and track, Gil received the American Legion Athletic Award as Petersburg High School’s top athlete, becoming the first person to win that award twice. Bob was acknowledged in the papers too, for having never missed a day or been tardy in his four years of high school.

				In early May, Gil, Bob, and seventy-one other students proudly received their diplomas. “I can’t remember what boy I walked with at commencement,” Midge Hisgen Benjamin said nostalgically a few months before her death in 2011. “If it was Bob or Bud, I’d remember. High school and that whole time were exciting up until that very moment. And then it was the end of an era.” 

				

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER THREE

				For Gil, the era didn’t end after graduation. He needed the extra time to mull over an important decision involving his immediate future. St. Joseph’s College in Rensselaer had offered both him and Bob athletic scholarships. Going to college there would enable him to pursue his dream of becoming a coach, and he could compete in basketball, baseball, football, and track. However, Gil was curious whether he had what it took to be offered a professional baseball contract. Scouts were making overtures to Bob, and he wanted their attention as well. He had a few more months of baseball ahead of him, and he was determined to give it his all and then make an assessment about his future.

				Petersburg didn’t field an American Legion team that summer, so Gil played for Princeton’s Legion Post 25 team, which his childhood neighbor Eldon Sisson had managed since 1930. Sisson batted Hodges fourth and played him at shortstop as the V-8 Juniors marched to the district title. On defense, Hodges had impressive range and a strong arm, but he made headlines with his bat. After belting a couple of long home runs in key victories against Vincennes and Tell City, the Clarion-News called the outsider “Gilbert Hodges, Petersburg sensation.”

				The V-8 Juniors’ hopes of winning a state title went up in flames in the first round of the regionals in Indianapolis. What made their 11–4 thrashing by East Chicago hard to swallow was that they scored all their runs in the first inning but managed only 2 more hits, for a total of 5. According to the papers, there was only one bright spot: “Again it was Gilbert Hodges who sparked the local attack, collecting two hits, one a double, in three trips, and turned in a masterful fielding job in and around the shortstop acreage.”

				Gil (not Gilbert) found time to attend a few tryouts for professional teams, which were fairly common in Indiana and neighboring states at the time. The St. Louis Browns conducted one in Princeton, at Lafayette Park. Gil, Bob, and their friends Princeton standout Jim Pegram, and Winslow basketball star Red Robert Smith were among the hundred or so local boys who showed up for the multiday tryout. “For the tryouts,” Smith recalls, “they had two or three guys watching you take swings. They evaluated you on how you reacted to pitches and if you followed through on your swing. We got only about ten swings and they moved on to the next guy. Gil knocked one out of the park over by some maple trees.”

				“They kept about seven or eight of us till the last day,” remembers Jim Beane, a left-hander who had just graduated from high school in Evansville. “Then they got down to about five, including me and the Hodges boys. But they didn’t sign me or them, but the other two guys [Pegram and Smith]. As we were getting ready to leave, the Hodges brothers and I got to talking a little bit. I told them, ‘I’m going up to St. Joseph’s College in Rensselaer in the fall.’ And they said, ‘You’ve got to be kidding. So are we!’”

				Based on his Legion play, a man in a fedora showed up at the Hodges home to persuade Gil to play D ball in the Detroit Tigers chain. But he talked it over with his father and decided to go with the better offer of an athletic scholarship to a fine Catholic institution. Still undervaluing his talents, he decided he had a far better chance to make a living as a high school coach than as a professional baseball player. A deciding factor was that he would be going to college with Bob. “They were inseparable,” Marjorie said.

				Rensselaer, Indiana, located two hundred miles north of Petersburg, had a population of about five thousand, of which one-fifth were the young men who attended St. Joseph’s College. Founded in 1889 by the Catholic order Missionaries of the Precious Blood to be a secondary school for Native Americans, this small private institution had over five decades established the reputation for being a strict, staid liberal arts school where sports were an afterthought. But in the late thirties, the administration decided that the best way to attract new students was not by opening its doors to women but by quickly developing a strong athletics program. Sports scholarships were tendered to top athletes of all denominations throughout the Midwest, and the Hodges brothers were among the beneficiaries. Many years later, a still grateful Gil said, “We both got scholarships. Without it I don’t think I’d ever have made college.”

				Enjoying their first taste of independence, Gil and Bob moved into a dormitory, explored the town and campus (including the Romanesque-style chapel that over time would get the reputation for being haunted), attended classes—St. Joseph’s still put the emphasis on academics and required even physical education majors to take a heavy class load—and became acquainted with their new coach. Joe Dienhart had been a star football and basketball player at Notre Dame in the twenties before guiding Indianapolis Cathedral High to five state Catholic basketball titles and a national Catholic championship in 1933. That fall he coached the first Indianapolis NFL team, the Indians, before they disbanded after only three games. Dienhart was hired by St. Joseph’s in 1938 for the express purpose of producing championship teams, and he did that in the early forties, thanks to being allocated a large number of scholarships.

				“Even with scholarships it wasn’t easy recruiting, because there was the feeling that any day we might become part of the war,” recalls Frank Staucet, who was a five-foot-eight freshman shortstop from Hammond, Indiana. “But he got guys from everywhere for the sports he coached.”

				Dienhart earned the title “a coach for all seasons” as his football, basketball, and baseball teams achieved unprecedented success. Gil joined his freshman football team immediately upon arriving at school. Having no trouble adjusting to the eleven-man game, he was a bruising fullback on a Pumas juggernaut that went 7–0–1. Football didn’t receive much coverage in the local papers, but he was singled out for praise on several occasions, including after “two thrilling touchdown runs” in a 31–0 thrashing of Valparaiso. “He was just an outstanding athlete with a terrific dedication to excel,” Dienhart remarked a few years later about his former recruit.

				As freshmen, Gil and Bob weren’t allowed to participate on the varsity basketball team, although playing varsity baseball would be permitted in the spring. Without daily practices, they had more time to study, which was necessary because of the school’s difficult curriculum, and to return to Petersburg on weekends and holidays. Pearl Harbor had been attacked on December 7 and America was at war, so there was a pall over the family’s Christmas that year, as there had been on campus. Already some of Petersburg’s young men were enlisting, and that number would jump upon graduation in May; the draft would take many more. Irene was noticeably worried about the uncertain futures of her eighteen – and seventeen-year-old sons.

				When the brothers returned to Rensselaer in January, they were comforted to know that while Charlie was at work and Marjorie was in school, Irene’s mother, Ellen, was keeping their mother company. Their grandfather Arthur Horstmeyer had died on May 2, and the widowed Ellen was now living in an apartment in Petersburg not far from
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